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WHEN I LOOK BACK, 


steiner. 

“Appearances were deceiving,” she 
said firmly. “I was not drowning.” 

“Sorry,” I said. “If it’s going to spoil 
your whole day, I’I! throw you back in.” 

It was one of those warm September 
days and Greta and my sister, Maggie, 
had talked me into taking them up to 
Blue Lake for a last day before the start 
of school. 

I left them sunning themselves on the 
dock and loaded my fishing tackle onto 
a rented boat. 

That’s how I happened to be near the 
far shore when I looked back and noticed 
Greta in the water and having trouble. 
I think I got there just in time to hand 
her the blade end of an oar and pull her 
to the boat, but Greta didn’t seem to 
want to agree. 

She took off her bathing cap and shook 
loose her hair. “At home I am perfectly 
capable of swimming at least three kilo- 
meters and this lake of yours should give 
me no trouble. It is but three miles in 
diameter and—as we all know—a mile 
is only five-eighths of a kilometer.” 

T stowed the oar and got ready to start 
the outboard motor. “The way I keep 
reading it, a kilometer is five-eighths of a 
mile. No wonder at all that you were 
swallowing water.” 

“Nonsense. I know a kilometer when 
I see one.” 

When we reached the dock, I woke up 
Maggie and told her what she’d missed. 

As soon as we got home, Greta headed 
for the dictionary. After a few seconds, 
she bravely conceded. “You are correct, 
Jerry. A mile is definitely longer than a 


GC: was an irritated wet Liechten- 


kilometer. Evidently I was drowning. 


Therefore I am in your debt.” 

“Forget it,” I said. 

But she looked thoughtful and I had 
the suspicion that she was going to knit 
me a sweater for Christmas or something 
like that. . 


whe ae: wh a4 


By JACK RITCHIE 


This year Stevenson High got a girl. 

I don’t suppose there’s anything really 
wrong or illegal about that, but it sur- 
prised us, and Greta was the first Liech- 
tensteiner to show up who wasn’t wear- 
ing lederhosen. 

It’s been going on for years. This ex- 
change student program. Every year this 
Gymnasium—which is what they call a 
high school in Liechtenstein—sends over 


one of its kids for a year and Stevenson’ 


High sends back one of ours. 

Liechtenstein is a small up-and-down 
country between Switzerland and Austria 
and is 62 to 64 square miles in size— 
depending on whose encyclopedia you 
like to use, 

Anyway, when we found out that the 
initials in G. F. Steiner stood for Greta 
Freida, it called for some fast reshuffling 
at our house and I got the small bedroom 
and.Greta and my sister shared the big 
front one. . 

Greta is as blonde as you can-get, is 
gray-eyed and slim, and the only girl I 
ever knew who collected stamps. 

She explained that to me when she un- 
packed her album. “Liechtenstein stamps 
are famous all over the world and so 
naturally I specialize in them. From one- 
fifth to one-fourth of our national income 
is from the sale of stamps. Whenever 
there is a danger of unemployment, we 
issue another stamp and use the proceeds 
to.finance another public work.” 

I had to admire that. 

She went on. “My father is chairman 
of the Stamp Issuing Committee, which 
must maintain a delicate balance so as 
not to issue so many stamps that a de- 
flation in value results; yet it also re- 
mains the national duty to issue as many 
as the traffic will bear.” 

School started on the ninth of Septem- 
ber and by the end of the week Coach 
McNair put us through our first football 
scrimmage. 

When I came home that afternoon, my 


BOYS’ LIFE = SEPTEMBER 1967 


It takes a long-legged lass from Liechtenstein, running for Stevenson High’s 


mother noticed me rubbing my arm and 
wanted to know what was wrong. 

“Nothing serious,” I said. “Just a 
little bruise.” 

She sighed. ‘‘Football in the fall, 
basketball in winter, and baseball in 
spring. Everything except cross-country 
running.” 

Greta took her side. “Perhaps you 
devote too much time to athletics? Does 
this not possibly play havoc with your 
academic grades?” 

“His average last year was A minus,” 
my sister said enviously, “He got four 
As and one B.” 

Greta smiled and nodded. “‘You see, 
Jerry? If you had concentrated sufficient- 
ly upon academic work instead of sports, 
you would have gotten five As. In which 
subject did you receive this B?” 

“Physical Education,” I said. 


Greta recovered. “But you are of 


course a sports star?” 

There was a little silence all around 
and I guess I got somewhat red. “‘Well, 
not exactly.” : 

The thing is that while I always earn 
my letter in any sport I go out for, it’s 
always by a matter of seconds picked up 
here and there. Like if we’re leading by 
20 points in a basketball game and 


there’re two minutes left, the coach puts: 


me in. Or say with four minutes to go in 
football and we’re ahead 28 to 0, I get 
the chance to play right halfback. 

It isn’t that I stumble over my feet or 
anything, it’s just that there are always a 
couple of kids who are better. 

It would bother me a whole lot if I 
weren’t so doggone well-adjusted. 

After supper, Greta went into the 
kitchen to help my mother and Maggie 
with the dishes. I could hear them talking. 

“T understand that everyone was ex- 
pecting a male student from Liechtenstein 
again this year,’ Greta said. ““Were you 
disappointed?” 

Maggie was doing (To page67) 


I SEE EVERYBODY 


winless cross-country team, to put second-string Jerry on the right traek. 


“Miss Thomas and I matched step for step. Not until 
the last ten yards did I manage to pull ahead, and that 
was the way we flashed across the finish line.” 
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When I Look Back 
I See Everybody 


(Continued from page 35) 
washing. “Well, not disappointed. Just 
surprised. Because every year Liechten- 
stein’s been sending’ over somebody 
who pulls his weight in sports. We sent 
them a real cute high jumper this year.” 

“Oh?” Greta said thoughtfully. “And 
so you got nothing in return?” 

“Now, Greta,” my mother said. 
“Don’t think of it that way.” 

There was the sound of dishes being 
stacked and then Greta said, “This 
cross-country running. Is this like what 
it sounds?” 

“Sure,” Maggie said. “A bunch of the 
boys get together and jump fences and 
water and things like that.” 

“There is jumping?” Greta said. “But 
not very high or far? Basically the 
sport is running, and anyone can do 
that? No?” 

I grinned slowly. Was it possible that 
Greta would actually ... 

The next afternoon, I was out on the 
football field, practicing punting and 
keeping an eye on the women’s side of 
the gymnasium building. 

Sure enough, out came Greta with 
Miss Thomas, who’s the girls’ gym di- 
rector, and they walked down to where 
the cross-country team was assembled 
on the track behind the goalposts. 

I stopped what I was doing and 
edged over there. 

Greta wore track shoes, shorts and a 
Stevenson High sweat shirt. I grinned 
and waved to her, but she just lifted 
her head a little higher and ignored me. 

Miss Thomas is nearly 26 or 27 and 


when she isn’t teaching, she’s playing 
tennis or golf and she’s what you'd call 
a fierce competitor. 

The gold whistle was still swinging 
from her neck when she stopped in 
front of Mr. Bingham. 

Mr. Bingham’s the cross-country 
coach, though from what I’ve seen, the 
cross-country team doesn’t particularly 
need one because there doesn’t seem to 
be a lot to coach about. 

“T have come to join the cross-coun- 
try team,” Greta announced. “I do not 
want anyone to be disappointed that 
Liechtenstein this year did not provide 
Stevenson High with another athlete.” 

Miss Thomas folded her arms and 
scowled down at Coach Bingham. “I 
can see no reason why a girl shouldn’t 
be on the cross-country team,” 

Mr. Bingham pushed his glasses back 
up on his nose. “You're quite right.” 

“We do not discriminate because of 
race, creed, color or sex,” Miss 
Thomas said. 

Mr. Bingham nodded. “Gracious, 
no.” 

“Well,” Miss Thomas demanded. “Is 
she or is she not on the team?” 

“She’s on the team,” Mr. Bingham 
said quickly. “She’s on the team.” 

Miss Thomas seemed a little disap- 
pointed that it came that easy, but she 
took it like a sport. 

Mr. Bingham cleared his throat. 
“Now, Greta, cross-country is totally 
an individual effort, which is devoted 
mostly to running over hill and dale. 

“We do most of our training right 
here, around and around this track and 
over an occasional hurdle. However, for 
today, to get everyone more into the 
mood of the event, I’ve laid out a 


course to give you an idea of what 
things are like in the outside world. 

“First you will go once around the 
track, then out the main gate of this 
stadium and down Jackson Street to the 


. city park. At the playground teeter- 


totters, bear right down the path to the 
bubblers, and then right again to the 
buffalo pen and from there on back to 
the stadium and once more around the 
track. Are there any questions?” 

Greta raised her hand. “On our pur- 
ple uniforms we have these numbers 
which are yellow. Also there is the 
orange piping trimming our shorts. 
Really, this is garish.” 

Coach Bingham mulled that over for 
a while. “Well, the school colors hap- 
pen to be purple arid yellow. They were 
voted on by the student body some 30 
or 40 years ago. I don’t know how 
Liechtenstein handles these things, but 
this is a democracy and vox populi, 
you know.” 

Greta nodded. “But how did we ac- 
quire the orange trim?” 

Coach Bingham looked’ at the sky 
for a little while. “Look, Greta, why 
don’t you circulate a petition and we'll 
see what we can do about the color 
scheme.” 

Then he sat down on a camp chair, 
glanced at his watch, and said, “All 
right, off you go.” 

And they did. There were about 15 
of them, including Greta. 

From what I know, cross-country is 
mostly a grind. You have to pace your- 
self so that you'll still be around for the 
final sprint. 

But it didn’t seem Greta knew that. 

She took off like it was the 100-yard 
dash and disappeared out of the main 


gate before the rest of the team made 
it even halfway around the track. 

Mr. McNair, the. football coach, 
blew his whistle and we went back to 
practicing. 

About 20 minutes passed and then 
the first returnee came puffing in for 
the final lap around the track, and he 
was male gender. 

The second runner was also male. And 
the third. And it went on like that, un- 
til the last man staggered in, and still no 
Greta. 

We stopped football practice again 
and waited and watched the main en- 
trance. 

People started getting worried and 


_ they looked my way—considering that 


Greta roomed with my sister, I guess— 
and so finally I said, “All right, I guess 
I'm elected to look for her.” 

Miss Thomas seemed to feel some 
responsibility and she spoke up too. 
“Tll help you.” 

So together we trotted out of the 
stadium and headed toward Jackson 
Park. My football cléats hitting the side- 
walk weren’t exactly noiseless and now 
and then they even threw off sparks. 
Anyway, people knew I was coming 
and stepped out of our way. 

Every once in a while Miss Thomas 
shaded her eyes against the setting sun 
and peered ahead, but no Greta. 

At the bubbler in the park, Miss 
Thomas made the turn and kept run- 
ning, but I stopped to take a drink. 
When I looked up, there was this park 
attendant looking at me. 

““Lose a football, son?” he asked. 

“No,” I said. “A girl, About 16, 
With long blond hair and wearing 


(Continued on next page) 


Face Guard 


To look like a winner, you've got to 
protect your face against acne pimples. 

And Tackle is one of the best ways to 
help guard against skin problems. Its 
medicated clear gel doesn’t camouflage 
pimples like the cover-ups girls use. 
Tackle helps clear you up, not smear 


you up. Its antiseptic, astringent action 
fights infection. And tightens pores. 
And dries oily skin. 
Tackle goes on just like an after-shave 
and gives your face a fresh, manly scent. 
So keep your guard up against blem- 
ishes, Team up with Tackle. 
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Special Trial Offer: One week's sup- 
ply of Tackle Medicated Clear Gel (1/3- 
oz. size), just 25¢. Send a quarter (for 
postage and handling) with your name 
and address to TACKLE, P.O. Box 10, 
BL Chicago, III. 60635. Offer good in 
United States only. 
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ALL for FUN 
... here's fun 
for all 
ALL AMERICAN 
FOOTBALL 


You don't have to weigh a ton 
to have a ton of fun playing 
football. it’s here, at its exciting, 
challenging best, in All American 
Football. All the fun and excite- 
ment of a real “Bowl Game,” 
and you’re the quarter-back! 
Based on collegiate records, 
play discs duplicate real field 
situations... score as you do 
in live action. Get All American 
Football today—wherever better 
games are sold. 


$350 


Another great game by 
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track shorts and track shoes. 

He seemed a little relieved that 
somebody else had seen her too. “She 
passed by here about 15 minutes ago.” 

So, anyway, we were on the right 
track—so to speak. I caught up with 
Miss Thomas after a while. She was 
going at a good clip and frowned a 
little when I pulled even. It seemed to 
me that she upped the pace a little. 

When we reached the buffalo pen 
and turned right, there was still no sign 
of Greta. 

We loped out of Jackson Park and 
headed back toward the stadium. I had 
to stop to tie one of my shoelaces and 
when I caught up with Miss Thomas 
again, she seemed to glower at me. 
Her face was reddening, but still she 
didn’t cut the pace any. 

Side by side we pounded around the 
last corner and up there ahead of us, 
trotting easy, we could see Greta just 
turning into the stadium. 

Now Miss Thomas really picked 
them up and put them down, and I had 
trouble keeping up with her. 

Inside the stadium, I was ready to 
stop, but Miss Thomas seemed to want 
to finish it off with a last lap around the 
track and I found myself going along. 


We passed Greta at the north turn,’ 


and she blinked as we roared by. 

Miss Thomas and I matched step 
for step and it wasn’t until the last ten 
yards that I managed to pull ahead two 
or three feet and that was the way we 
crossed the finish line. 

Believe me, I was tired and Miss 
Thomas looked as if she could use 
some oxygen too. 

We were both still working on that 
project when Greta trotted across the 
finish line and she still wasn’t even 
breathing hard. 

She smiled all around and then said, 
“There seems to have occurred a 
breakdown in communications. First, 
what is a teeter-totter?” 

Mr. Bingham explained. 

She nodded. “And a bubbler?” 

He told her. “Sometimes it’s called a 
fountain.” 

She agreed. “And what is a buftalo?” 

He described one for her. 

She shook het head. “That is not a buf- 
falo. That is a bison, a native Amer- 
ican product. I passed this exhibit by 
and did not make the turn until I 
reached the water buffalo, which is the 
true buffalo. I did not suspect any mis- 
direction until I passed a sign indi- 
cating I had reached the city limits.” 

Coach Bingham thought about that. 
Our city limits aren’t too far from the 
stadium, but if you do it by foot, it’s 
still a stretch. 

“You went all the way to the city 
limits?” he asked. “And when you got 
back here you weren’t even winded?” 

“Weill,” Greta said, “when I realized 
my error, I stopped and borrowed bus 
fare from a very nice old lady who 
was burning leaves. I left the bus a 
block from the stadium and resumed 
running.” 

By now Miss Thomas was breathing 
almost normally and she scowled at 
me. “I am in excellent condition.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, because what 
else can you say to a statement like 
that? 

“I mean,” she said evenly, “that I 
spend a considerable portion of my 
time in training and I would have been 
willing to bet my gold whistle that I 
could outrun anyone here. In the longer 
distances, of course. And yet despite 


that football uniform, those shoes, that 
drink at the bubbler, and the untied 
shoelace, you still came in first.” 

Now everybody looked at me, espe- 
cially Mr. Bingham, and I could see 
what was going through their beady lit- 
tle minds. 

“No,” I said, pretty loud. “That’s out. 
I'm not switching to cross-country.” 

Coach McNair had come off the foot- 
ball field. “Well, now, Jerry,” he said. 
“T'd give that a little thought.” 

Boy, that hurt. I mean a guy’s own 
football coach suggesting that he join 
the cross-country team. 

I quickly grabbed a footbali and 
found something to do at the other end 
of the field. 

When Greta and I walked home that 
evening, I expected her to bring up the 
subject again, and she did. 

“There is the satisfaction of your 
doing what you can do best,” she said, 
“and there is also the matter of your 
doing what is best for the school. Stev- 
enson High apparently can win base- 
ball, basketball and football games 
without you, but can this be said also 
for cross-country running?” 

“T don’t know,” I said stiffly, “and I 
don’t particularly care.” 

She. abruptly changed the subject. 
“By the way, I have written my par- 
ents that you saved my life. They were 
touched.” 

The season’s first cross-country meet 
was held the next week and Greta came 
in 36th in a field of 37, just nosing out 
a freshman with a terrible cold. 

Those who placed in the top ten got 
to read their names in the newspaper, 
but guess who had her picture printed 
big on the sports page? 

That Saturday we had our first foot- 
ball game too, and the next day I 
brooded over the fact that I hadn’t 
gotten into the game at all. : 

Greta came into the living room. “My 
father and the Stamp Issuing Commit- 
tee have created a new series of stamps. 
This one delineates sports—in this case 
skiing, skating, hockey and one-man 
bobsledding.” She showed me the 
stamps. “These will become collectors’ 
items.” 

I glanced at them and nodded. 

She handed me a magnifying glass. 
“Would you care to examine them?” 

I shrugged and did. There was this 
guy taking off from a ski slope, and 
this skater with a muffler flying, and 
this hockey player about to clobber the 
puck, and this bobsled rider who. . . 

I stared closer and I could feel the 
color creeping up my neck. Every one 
of them . . the skier, the hockey 


player, the skater, the bobsledder... . 
They were all me! 
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I looked at Greta. 

She smiled. “It is my way of repay- 
ing you for saving my life. I borrowed 
one of your snapshots and sent it to my 
father. He and the committee immedi- 
ately did the rest.” 

I closed my eyes. 

“I have extra sheets,” she said, “Shall 
I place them on the bulletin board at 
school?” 

I almost jumped out of my chair. 
“Heck, no!” 

She was a little startled. “You would 
not be pleased?” 

I didn’t want to hurt her feelings, but 
a guy could get ribbed from here to 
there and back again if something like 
that got into circulation. “Look, Greta,” 
I said, “In America we play it cool and 
modest. Especially on stamps. So let’s 
just keep this our little personal secret. 
Just yours, mine and the collectors’.” 

After a little thought, she seemed to 
understand. She studied the stamps 
again, sighed and changed the subject. 
“Have you reconsidered joining the 
cross-country team? Everybody really 
thinks you’d be much happier there.” 

Or had she changed the subject? 

I blinked. Did I detect something in 
the tone of her voice? Suppose I didn’t 
reconsider joining the cross-country 
team? Would she actually put those 
stamps on the bulletin board? Or pass 
them around in school? Or maybe men- 
tion something to the ifewspapers? 

I swallowed and came to a fast de: 
cision. “I’m switching to the cross- 
country team immediately.” 

She was happy about that. “Wonder- 
ful. Then we can be together.” 

Not if you keep coming in 36th, I 
thought. 

And then she stared at me. “Just one 
moment,” she said evenly. “I detect 
something here. Why this sudden and 
dramatic change?” 

I didn’t say anything, but I guess she 
read my mind. 

Her eyes widened. “Blackmail? You 
think I am blackmailing you?” Her 
voice rose. “Never! Never would I 
blackmail anybody. Ask my father. Ask 
my mother. I will tear up the stamps. 
You are a free agent. You may go back 
to your football team and the subject 
is closed.” 

And she meant it too. 

But the truth is that I'd been think- 
ing about cross-country running. It was 
kind of fun coming in first even if it 
meant beating only Miss Thomas. 

I didn’t say anything now, but I 
thought I'd give it another try. I had 
the suspicion that I might even get 
pretty good at the sport. : 

When Greta calmed down, she took 
a clipboard from her school briefcase 
and handed it to me. “Would you sign 
this petition which I am circulating?” 

There were quite a few other names 
already there and so I added mine. 

Eventually Greta had enough of them 
to present to the principal of Steven- 
son High, and he called for a special 
referendum. 

We kicked out purple and yellow as 
the school colors——getting rid of the 
orange trim at the same time—and 
voted for new colors to replace them. 

I guess not enough of the fellows 
bothered to vote though, because the 
school colors are now cerulean blue and 
mallow pink. 

That’s what I was wearing when I 
began winning my races. 

It takes some getting used to. 

Wearing those colors, I mean. _ 


